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tears that flowed for no reason. The worst thing
of all was fear. He wanted to think because he
knew that through willing and thinking he warded
off something that would gain the mastery over him
the moment he lost courage. It was something that
lurked and lay in wait in the house, something that
he had always felt here. Earlier he used to think
that it was loneliness that oppressed him, the echoes,
the darkness, with his two uncles whom he some-
times regarded as though they were strangers, Jansje
who could look so penetratingly with her pale eyes,
and Stien who always sang the same songs, in a
monotonous voice, while she swept and polished.
But after that night, when he ran away, he had felt
distinctly that there must be some other reason why
he was never at peace here. He knew that the wall-
paper crackled because it was dry and hanging
loose, but it gave him the shudders ; he knew that
the beams were mouldering from old age, and yet it
frightened him when he saw that brown dust had
fallen from the ceiling on to the table. Although he
had always slept in the same bed and was used to
the tapping in the wood under the mattress, some-
times it woke him up with a start. He had a bad
conscience, he knew that well, but it couldn't be
that only ; in that room in Amsterdam he had never
felt this oppression. And he forced himself to sit
here and not to go out, for always when he had been
out and came home again, the darkness in the par-